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The Stones of Mordus
by Paul Nolan Hyde
Prologue
The old man sits by the fire, facing the warmth, his
eyes closed, his fingers lightly seeking some fleeting melody hidden between the strings of his old tiersoon. Here and there the scarred and faded gloss of
his instrument shimmers with the firelightand scatters fractured images of the flames against the walls
and ceiling of the small room, kindling imaginary
watchfires against the night of shadows. Notes deep
and rich, melt into the low rush of the fire and settle
ash-white with the music of a thousand nights,
manuscripts never written, forever gone, seemingly
dead to all, but ever-present, but born anew from
string to string, springing into life, then again to
soundless sleep in the ultimate quietus of passed
and past time.
At his feet sit two small boys; grandsons, one
seven, the other nine: David the golden-haired;
Christopher, the son of his mother, burnished
bronze. They stare into the fire with an odd intensity, apparently oblivious to the almost harmonious
wholeness that sounds above them. The old man
wistfully pauses in his playing, ... as if wandering to
a distant rise on a darkening horizon, ... a pace more
and passing forever .... After a moment he shakes
his head and rises from his chair.
HWait, Grandt at her, sing for us the Song of Brint
and of the Stone of Mordus," says one.
"The Song of Brint cannot be sung by one such
as I, H says the old man as he sets the harsoon behind the stool in the corner. HMy voice is far too
feeble, my heart is much too small."
HMother says," otters the other lad, "that you used
to sing it all of the time when she was a child."
HI, too, have been young and foolish," says the
old man, settling in his chair with a slow sigh. "Besides," he adds, "I cannot remember all of the
words, if all of them ever were. The song is long and
painful in the singing. My soul aches to think of it.
My heart cannot bear it."
"Please, Grandfather," both cry together. "We
would hear of Brint and the Stone."
"As would I," says another voice behind the three;
a gentle voice, a voice that bespeaks mother and
daughter who remembers well and yearns for her
sons to hear a Hymn of Hymns, an Eversong.
HWoman, you know not what you ask," he mur-

murs wearily.
"Ah, but I do, Father," she says softly, "for I have
heard the Song. Sing it for my sons that they, too,
may know how and for what they ask."
The old man retrieves his harsoon from the
corner. "Maybe you are right," he whispers. "The
pain is not in the singing, it is in the memory of Becoming. What a long and wearisome journey Becoming is! I could not Become again."
"You would and will," replies his daughter gently.
"You are Becoming still; the Eversong cannot be
contained; it grows within, it is the fountain of your
life. You are Becoming the Song as Brint Became
the Stone. There is nothing to be done but to sing.
To do else is to Betray."
"You know too much of this, Rebecca. Too
much, ... and I, I am too old ... " he says, his voice
trailing away.
"I only know what I have Become, Father," he
hears his daughter say as if at the end of a winding
tunnel, beyond sight, a chamber echo.
The old man hesitatingly begins to pluck the silver strings beneath his hand, but as the delicate
melody tills the tiny room where the four sit betore
the fire, the old man's heart swells with remembering and each chord he creates becomes as rich and
wild as lite itself, piercing the hollowness of their individuality, flowing through their innermost parts,
bending and shaping with flames of music, binding
them together as one Traveler, one Singer, one Listener, one Becomer.
"Begin," says Rebecca, her eyes radiant with the
firelight, "at the Finding, Father."
"We forget ourselves, my daughter," the old man
gently chides, "for one cannot begin the Song of
Brint at any place, since it is complete, entire of itself. One can only join the Song as it is ever sung."
As he speaks this last, the Binding complete, their
voice rising like a wisp of cloud before the morning
sun, they join the Song.

* * * * *
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A stone uncut by human hands
the Stone of Mordus Is
and rolls along Time's mountain crest
to him who would call It his
The Betrayer's hand destroys the track
unleashes the Holy Sphere
and down the ragged canyons of the sky
the Destiny of Brint draws near
from Canto Thron-wenst, "The Song of Brint"

* * * * *
The Gyre Helas
(Of The Well and The Piiiar)
First Elipsis: The Well (Degrees 17-68)
"Ohl then I saw her eye was bright
a well of love, a spring of light"
(Hartley Coleridge, "She is not fair")

Brint lay flat on his back staring up into the deep
blue eye of The Well above him. Few things in life
gave him more pleasure than to be hidden away
from the world immersed in his own aesthetic
reveries and The Well was the favorite of all his hidden places. Not only was the dampness of the
earth's heart a gladsome relief from the summer
heat, but the escape from the real world of light into
the shadows of imagination seemed easier in the
comfortable dark. Comfortable dark it needed to be
and not any mere lack of light would do. Starless
nights pleased him not. Mines and deep caves held
no attraction. Wells were best. To see without being
seen, there was the effect. Being able to open one's
eyes in the midst of darkness and see beyond the
mist of darkness was the fanciful enchantment
which gave this place its worth to Brint. It was a
physical manifestation of the deepest desire of his
being. The deep blue eye of The Well stared back.
Brint's father, Selan, had begun digging The Well
at the request of the Council, more specifically at
the request of Josiah the Clerk on whose land The
Well was to be. The work had progressed rapidly
until Josiah's mind had turned to other Council
projects. With that turning came a closing of the
purse. Sixty-some odd feet of sand and loose rock
had been excavated in a matter of weeks, the
easiest welling his family had ever engaged in and
Selan's grandfather had been the Craftmaster
before him. Every day Josiah had come to supervise the work on behalf of the Council. He had
THE MYTHIC CIRCLE - #8, pg. 8

visited with the common laborers in his own affable
way, occasionally buying an amethyst or agate
when they had found a particularly beautiful one.
Josiah had even descended into The Well proper
when the plummet reached fifty feet to inspect the
construction and quality of the lining. For a time, notwithstanding the easiness of the dig, there was
grave concern on the part of the townspeople that
The Well would be nothing more than one of The
Pits that filled the valley yet bore no water. The
project had continued only because Josiah was also
the Council Diviner and had been responsible for
some of the community's most productive flowing
springs. Selan felt that there was more to the digging of The Well than what Josiah had openly discussed with the Council, but his Craftmuse
whispered the presence of water and so the work
had begun. Just at the point when the water table
was struck, Josiah's neighbor and fellow Councilman discovered an artesian well on the south side
of the valley. It was deemed less costly to develop
an aqueduct to the center of town than to continue
what would have been The Well. The Masons and
Wellcrafters gathered up their equipment and made
the eight mile journey to their new work site and set
about building the new Council project. Whereas
Brint's father was the Wellmaster, his attentions
were of necessity directed to the new labor although
he muttered frequently about the folly of running
from one piece of foolishness to another. "It would
seem that it has never occurred to the Council that
they could reduce the levies rather than finding new
ways to squander the wealth of the commons, what
little there is of it." Shaking his head in disgust,
Selan would lead his oldest sons off to South Point.
While Brint as an Apprentice could work on The
Well, he could not labor on the above-ground water
runs until he was called into the Guild proper as a
Journeyman. As the new well was free-flowing,
there was nothing that he could do there. As a result
he had enormous amounts of time to spend in
reveries at the bottom of The Well. So he imagined
he was being watched.
From the top of The Well, the summer sky peered
like a pupil-less blue eye into the dark depths of the
earth where Brint lay, the back of his light shirt slightly damp with the cool moist sand piled beneath him
in the center of The Well. He wavered from moment
to moment in his fabrications concerning the eye for
there was no iris, only the azure disk, but as youthful imaginations generally overlook such details
during flights of fancy, his decided that he was nonetheless being watched by the sky, an innocuous pastime in the beginning. The optical illusion was
enhanced from time to time as veils of white cloud
would pale the eye, momentary cataracts excised
by the mountain winds, now transformed into a swirling, then into a vaporous fading in the visual orbit of

the heavens.
A curious eye, Brint thought; perhaps bold, certainly persistent, ... somewhat disquieting without the
pupil. It occurred to him that the eye might merely
be staring blindly at him, a dark blue vision tinted by
a singular opacity .... Or it might be occupied elsewhere, so that he would be behind the seens, as it
were. or at least behind the seer. The thought of a
myopic seer on such a grand scale seemed
ludicrous to Brint, an oxymoron of the first order.
Later it would not seem so far-fetched. As extravagant as his first ruminations were, the more
bizarre developed as he continued to muse. Maybe
the Eye is one of the Gods, ... an all-seeing eye like
those of the Tales, ... one searching for some lost
trinket, ... a bauble mislaid centuries past. ... now on
a sudden recalled, revalued, and sought. Brint pursued this winsome fantasy, weaving the implications of each succeeding supposition, attempting to
enthrall himself in the web of his own romanticism.
Whatever could an Eye of the All be looking for in
such an insignificant hole in the ground as this; ... an
unfinished Well with a boy at the bottom; ... a Well
with an unfinished boy at the bottom? .... But enough
of this, he determined. He and his brothers had
hewn this Well with their own hands, ... or so they
supposed. Maybe, on the other hand, they were
merely emptying some ancient Pit like others in the
valley, mysteriously filled in for some nefarious
reason millennia ago. Maybe then, in those Golden
Times, the hole had been more than a Well; ...
maybe then, it had been something to look
through; ... something with which to see beyond; ... a
way to pierce the mysteries of the earth; ... perhaps,
a keyhole through which a vast or infinite treasure
might be discovered ....
•AWWNWk!•
A gull flew overhead, out of sight, screeching for
the Sea of Tiles. breaking Brint's train of thought.
He glared futilely at the unseen, fleeting disturbance. His irritation cooled quickly; the distraction
was probably just as well. His father warned him
continually about this kind of day-dreaming.
•tt detracts from your work. You end up spending
more time in worlds of your own generation than
you do in the real world."
·what is the real world, Father?" Brint would
query. -This drudgery, a common labor in a common place? Sometimes the everyday seems so
meaningless. like a jest with an ill-timed ending.
What significance is there about the things that you
or your sons do? Perhaps, we and ~II that we know
are just pieces in some monstrous game contrived
by the Gods who could not care less about our socalled existence. our joys, and our sorrows. except
as they effect the game. Might it just as well be that
we and the world we know are only a few stray mad
thoughts of some great being whose moods and

whims blows us about in what we call the day to
day?"
Before Brint could continue, his father would invariably retort, ·1 am, I live, I breathe, I exist of
myself. Gods or no gods, I must be and do as I am."
"How do you know for sure what you are, Father?
You have nothing with which to compare yourself,
except others like yourself."
"You are avoiding the subject at hand, Brint. Figments of some metaphysical imagination or not, our
existence demands that we eat; in order to eat, we
work; in order to work, we put off vain philosophies
which sap the mind and body of their strength.
Those of means may have time to whip up their
fried froth and fill their bellies with it, but we must
work. That is the principal key of life; in fact, the only
true key." And with a finality with which only a father
can end a discussion, Selan would turn on his heel
and lead his son to the chores.
Brint, avoiding the subject at hand once again,
returned to his waiting imagination. "A keyhole, ... •
he said to himself. The idea of a great keyhole in
the midst of the earth grew within Brint. possessing
him, propelling him into greater flights of fancy.
Maybe his well-digging had, indeed, uncovered the
Keyhole, or better yet, the Key. What great adventures. beset with toil and danger could be his were
he to find it? What powers and dominions? ...
What glory? But what of the Gods? ... Brint
shivered. What if his Well were a keyhole through
which the sky-gods were trying to peep? And here
he is, Brint Selandil, blocking the view, defenseless
in the pit. What would the Gods attempt to do to
such an obstacle in the lock of the world, he hindering their bright blue vision? What vengeance would
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they wreck upon a minuscule creature obscuring
their sight of the inner rooms and sanctuaries which
lay beyond the obdurate portals and labyrinthine
halls of the earth?
•0utt• they would cry. ·Away with the vermin.

Crush his filth into the bore of the lock that we may
see. Away with himl Away with him!"
Brint's stare grew fixed on the Eye above him and
his heart began to pound. His own eyes widened in
anticipatory fear. Then, whether by the terror of the
boy's own mind or by some distant cloud crossing
the face of the sun, the lidless eye above him suddenly glowered down the shaft at the near-frantic
obstructor. The weight of this darkling vision bore
down upon him as his imagination, racing out of control, felt the dull crush of irresistible apprehension
grow persistently into the beginnings of a cold, wild
fear. "Lo, it is not the gods that peer so fiercely from
the heavens: quailed the boy's agitated mind to itself, "it is the eye of the Betrayer....
Sightless, but all-seeing;
Powerless, but all-destroying
....the children's verse surged into his mind. So
was the Betrayer, the Destroyer, the Prince of the
Sink of Mordus; the Adversary; a haunting of the
dreams of boys and the enchantment of the dark
passageways of the hearts of men.
Searching for that which he cannot possess
Breaking that which he cannot touch
Ravaging that which is unassailable
Men's own betrayal of themselves
His mounting distress welled within him, flooding
the lowlands of his soul, inundating reason, a rushing unimpeded tide, drowning all but the most enduring and, thus, highest in him. The wildness of his
thoughts began to effect his senses; the Betrayer
rode upon the face of the waters within him. Above
him, as the world corrupted in his heart, the eye of
the Betrayer at the top of the Well seemed to squint
in anticipation of a monstrous blink, a crushing blow
that would clear forever, the view of that secret part
of the earth.
"Let me out! Let me out of the way!" his now
claustrophobia-ridden mind cried as he scrambled
toward the lift rope by which he had descended an
hour before. Grabbing at the line, he fell aqainst the
cold, moist wall of the well. As he hung there, his
hands sustaining him, Brint felt the opposite side of
the well rush in upon him, constricting beneath his
feet, pressing in upon his legs, waist, and chest; the
bonds of the Betrayer winding their python-like coils
around his shoulders and neck, crushing the
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strength of his cry for help. Brint gasped for breath,
throwing his head back, his eyes staring into the
deepening blue-black above, his feet now frantically
scrabbling at the damp stone and soil which was
crumbling away in his touch, his legs jerking up and
down, vainly trying to climb the wall, running to
nowhere. In despair, he willed himself to cry for
help, a release from what he believed to be his own
imminent destruction.
"Father," he moaned, "help me."
Suddenly, as a pillar of sunlight may burst
through a cloud-covered sky, a singular teaching
from before the fire at his mother's knee came into
his mind, his fathe r's gruff voice resounding in
Brint's soul:
All there is to be feared
Is the betrayal of one's self
One can never know the total effect of a proverb
or of the strength of a father's will, but in this particular case, the shackles of fear which had held
Brint bound broke away and he awoke, in a fashion,
from the depths of his terror. He fell backward from
the rope into a heap, stumbling over the pile of
loose rock and dirt he had made that morning, his
limp body rolling over against the opposite side of
The Well....
How long Brint lay unconscious, he did not know.
He did not dream or drift from light to light as we do
in sleep. His consciousness had fled from him, like
the gentle before the ravening, into the darkness of
darknesses, the almost death, the haven of the dispossessed ....
·When he finally came to himself, Brint was lying
on his back, his face covered with dirt and sand.
Raising himself to one elbow, propping his back
against the well-side, he weakly wiped the grit from
his eyes and mouth. As he turned his head about in
order to reorient himself, he saw on the other side of
the pit, perhaps fifteen feet away, a faint glow shining through the ground at the base of the wall. At.
first, he thought that it might another trick of his
wearied mind, but the more that he stared at the opposite wall, the brighter that light seemed to be.
"What new horror is this?" Brint asked himself
under his breath, sitting up, facing the glow. Only
Brint's insatiable curiosity about the strange and the
wonderful exceeded his over-active imagination.
That, together with his studied defiance of life with
which he had so often taunted his father, had frequently goaded him to demonstrate his philosophy
in rather reckless manners and in somewhat
precarious situations. To state the obvious, he was
not yet wise. As a result, the native human hesitancy that most of us would have had to investigate an
improbable light at the bottom of a well, especially

he looked at it, he discerned that the origin of the
after so distressing an experience that had so
light was deep within or maybe even beyond the
recently transpired, was short-lived within him. He
center, if that could be; he felt that he was looking
crawled to where his shovel lay and, using it to
into the stone further than the stone was through.
brace himsett, slowly edged his way around the wall
He turned the stone over in his hand and saw an
of the cistern to the focus of his attention.
etching or an engraving that he had not noticed
As he drew nearer, it seemed to him that the light
before scribed in an ancient, yet recognizable form
shone through the sand and gravel of the well-wall.
of Salasian script.
like a lamp through layers of thick-beaded curtains.
"The Salasians: Brint murmured. "This thing
But even where the larger stones should have
must be at least five thousand years old."
obscured the glow. the light seemed to pass
through little impeded; the rocks were there, indeed,
The Salasians had been destroyed by the hand
but it was as if the light were only vaguely aware of
of the Betrayer, or so went the Tales. Some in
them, a momentary wavering, a faint nod of recogniBrint's village doubted that they ever existed, that
tion, and then a passing by. Gently prying with his
they had been invented by the Mythcrafters to comshovel, Brint carefully removed about six inches of
fort the romantically inclined, those who desired to
loose rock from the bottom of the wall, eventually unharken back to a better time because the present
covering the source of the light. It was a small eggseemed too pitiful, too low, and beyond redemption.
shaped stone, as smooth as if it had been finely
His father was one who so asserted but nonethepolished in the shop of Farasil the Jeweler. The
less suffered his son to sit beside Farasil the
stone appeared to have a mottled brown color, but
Jeweler at the Common Fire and listen to the
at the same time it emitted a brilliant white light
legends. Many were the legends of the mighty and
which passed through the coloring as it had the
of Mordus, the center of all Salasia, glittering in the
sand and gravel which moments before had
wrap of the Buckler of Timas like adamant, a city
covered the stone itsett. As Brint brought the stone
without parallel, a dwelling of lights and perfections,
out into the well proper on the tip of his shovel, the
and Brint had drunk them all in as a thirsty man in a
light became so bright that he thought it odd that he
wasteland.
could even tell what color the stone actually was.
"A stone with Salasian script buried sixty-five feet
The brown was there, but so was the warm, piercing
in the earth," marveled Brint. "I wonder what stories
white light. The quality of that light was like nothing
this stone would tell if it could only speak? How long
he had ever seen before, almost as if it had some
has it been hidder. here and how did it get here?"
kind of substance to it, ... as if it were possible to be
Brint lifted the stone to eye-level, rubbing his
filled to overflowing by it. Then Brint sensed that it
thumb over the writing in an effort to see it more
was his own perception of the light that had been efelearly, but to his astonishment, the surface of the
fected and the longer that
he gazed upon the stone
the more certain he was
Y
that that was the case. It
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stone was as smooth over the writing as it was on
the rest of the stone; the writing was on the inside of
the stone. Brint squinted his eyes against the brightness of the light attempting to read the writing which
he perceived to be at the very heart of the stone.
Still he could not discern the writing, the tiny characters wavering like butterflies in a spring clover field,
effectively avoiding his concentrated attention. He
looked around the bottom of the well trying to find a
more advantageous place to look at the stone and
its elusive writing. As there seemed to be more outside light at the crest of the dig pile at the center of
the well, he decided to climb to the top.
"I wonder if it is worth anything, if Josiah would
buy it?" he mused as he clambered toward the summit of the pile. At this last thought, Brint felt an excruciating pain his right hand, his fingers gripping
the stone as if they were part of it. Brint shook with
the pain and tried to throw the stone away. His
fingers would not loosen; the suffering radiated up
his arm into his shoulder, then to his neck, and eventually behind his eyes. He stood now shaking in torment at the crest of the rock and sand, his head
again thrown back, his mouth agape screamless,
his right hand high above his head. A gibbous moon
lay circumscribed in the well mouth; a pale, ivory
pupil in a blue lidless eye. Panic arose as a specter
companion to his pain and the cold clutch of what
Brint imagined to be the Betrayer began anew its
crushing grip.
"No!" he cried, trying to drive away the resurrected fear. "I will not betray!"
As if warding off the power of the Black Destruction, Brint brought his hands to his face, the stone
still in his right hand. As the stone passed between
his eyes and the pale moon, it began to sing with a
voice like leaden crystal, only higher and more piercing. Then it erupted into a great blossom of white
fire which enveloped and pulled him into what was
the very core of the flame. Suddenly, the letters
which he had seen inscribed within the stone stood
before him; ... white dancing letters; ... letters forming
what Brint knew to be words of power; ... words of
power which caused his mind to reel in numbness; ... not strange, but new; ... not words, but
names; ... and not just names. but unity. The names,
the powers, the fires, and the song of the stone bore
him away like thistle down on the wind. Brint's consciousness faded, his senses crumbling into the ruin
of incomprehension, his wavering intellect perceiving only the beginnings of the significance of the
names written within the stone. They were his own.

* * * * *
As

dry leaves slowly settle once released from the
whirling exultance of a late summer wind, the five
THE MYTHIC CIRCLE - #8, pg. 12

singers who had been One, drift into themselves;
together, but apart. The fire murmurs beyond the
hearthstone, whispering, echoing the fading passage of the Song.
"Oh, Grandfather", says his mother's image,
"must we end the song."
David, the golden-haired. interrupts, "It hasn't
ended, I can still hear it, as though we were still singing, off in the forest, but listening here."

The old man turns to his daughter and softly
says, "I believe that the Craftblood runs in your son,
deep and true. It was the same for me when I was
his age. It began quietly at first and then it began to
fill me up with the music of the free wind, with the
harmony of the sky and of the earth, and with the
poesy of all living things; filled to overflowing, so
that. as you say, I could not contain them." The old
man rises and places the harsoon in the corner out
of harm's way. The daughter/mother and he who
would one day be Craftmaster of Eversongs retire
from the room, but the older boy lingers before the
fire, contemplative, mystified, as his expression
reveals.
"You want to know what Becomes of Brint and
why his names are in the Stone," smiles his
Grandfather.
"Well, Mother has heard the Song before, and
David heard more than I did. I'm the only one who
doesn't know what happens next," complains the

boy.
"It is a great gift to hear the Song; it is as great a
gift to want to know why it is sung. Look for me in
the Garden on the morrow and I will sing to you of
The Pillar. The Seat of the Seer."

SKY-TOY
by Elizabeth Hillman
Brilliant spiders waltz and whirl
Behind the sky-bowl,
Spinning the delicate wheels
To keep our toy-universe in order
And chase away the mischievous mice
Who are trying to nibble away
At the sun's gaudy cheese;
They've already made soft nests
From the instruction-book,
And when our arachnid mechanics leave,
Who will know how to tend us?
The mice will be certain
To chew through our invisible string,
Then we'll fall into a corner,
Neglected, to rust and crumble
Into a heap of dark dust.

